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POETRY. on board the ship Bacciius and the Astronomers. " This GATHERINGS. -
"fe vat at c grtatfeatt and picked up all the icrapt."

capital, was quite liberal in the settlement of
the concern, the widow and her children had
but a few hundred dollars, and for most of that
she was chiefly indebted, it was thought, to the
generosity ofher husband's friend.

This result, added to the loss of a fond and es-

timable man, made the shock still more terrible.
She felt the calamity keenly, and the more so, as
she had no near relatives at hand to condole with
her, and was ignorant of the divine consolations

started back, but again looked, and his hand was
on the latch. The gate was opened with great
caution, and the stranger approached slowly to-

ward the house. Presently a gentle knock was
heard at the kitchen door. It was impossible
for Alice to summon courage to attend to the
stranger herself; but she whispered to the nurse,
who, upon unlocking the door, inquired the rea-
son for so late and unreasonable an intrusion.

"Does Mis. Grant still reside here?" inquired
the stranger in a kind but earnest tone.

"She does" replied the nurse; "but she is dan-
gerously ill, and we fear cannot live many hours;
you cannot see her."

'Gracious heavens!" exclaimed the stranger;
and so audibly were the words pronounced that
the sound fell on the ears of Alice,, and her heart
beat with strong and distressing emotions. :,I
must see her," continued the stranger; "do not
deny me, madam, quick quick !" and he gen

-- , which sails in an hour
for the Pacific ocean. Fondest, best of mothers.
do not grieve; I will one day return to bless and
comfort you and my dear Alice. I must do some-
thing for you and her. Kiss her for me. Moth-
er, 1 can write no more, only I hope that I shall
have your prayers. I have got my pocket Bible,
anJ shall keep it next to my heart. Farewell.

Your affectionate son.
P. S. I have somewhere read, what I am sure

will prove true in my own case :

"Where'er I rove whatever realms I see,
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee."
By some means the letter did not reach the post

office as soon as it should have done, and the un-
certainty bore heavily on the heart of mother and
sister. Tho postmaster, on its arrival, kindly
sent it to me ; and hoping that it contained tidings
of the lost child I ventured to break the seal.
I he truthsorrowful as it waswas a great re-
lief, and was felt to be so by Mrs. Grant and
Alice. Yet,fora season and who can marvel?

their hearts were filled with a sadness which
scarcely admitted of alleviation it was a dark
and mysterious providence, and when friends
called in, as they often did to mingle their their
tears with the weeping, and to administer conso-
lation, the most they could do was to say, "his
ways are in the sea, and his judgments past find-

ing out."
But time does something religion does more.

By degrees these sorrowful ones were able to

piay, and as the christian poet says, "Prayer
makes the darkest cloud withdraw."

So it did for them. They did not indeed recover
their wonted cheerfulness, but they were calm
and subdued. No murmur escaped the mothers
lips, and even Alice seemed to have imbibed the
spirit of a holy resignation, "Father, thy will be
done."

But there wero days ofkeen and bitter anguish,
and in those nights when the storm swept its an-

gry blast across their humble dwelling, and rock-
ed their bed, it was impossible for a mother's heart
not to tremble for her sailor boy, far off upon
the stormy ocean, and perhaps suffering the per
ns ot the billowy tempest. But even at such
times, she was enabled tocommitherselfand her
wandering child to the care of a covenant keep-
ing God utlering the language of holy confi-
dence, "His faithfulness is as the everlasting
mountains." "Though he slay me, yet I will
trust in Him."

Four years elapsed, and nothiiiff was heard of
narjes urant. sometime during the second

year of his absence a rumor reached us that a
ship supposed to be the , which sailed from

and on board of which Charles was supio- -
sed to be, was burned at sea, and that but two or
three only wero saved, and among these was a
young man named Grant. But the rumor ihough
not contradicted, was not confirmed, and another
period ot uncertainty and anxiety, fell to the lot
of the long stricken and heait-suddeii- mother
and sister of the absent boy.

At length the friends of Mis. Grant perceived
a visible change in her health. The indications
of that too fatal malady consumption were too
apparent to be mistaken. Its approach indeed
was slow and insiduous, and for a tune was kept
at bay by assiduous attention of our village ph'- -
sician; but medical prescription at 'length lost its
power, and she became at first confined to the
house then to her room and finally to her bed.

I often visited her, as did other friends. Her
room was no longer the abode of gloom and sor-
row. She had for somo months been making
rapid progress in resignation to the will of God;
and though her feeble tabernacle was shaken,
and was likely to be dissolved through years of
anxiety of affliction, yet her faith seemed to ac-

quire more and more strength, and to fasten with a
firmer hold upon tho divine promises.

Onedayas Isat conversing with her, sheallu-de- d

to the faithfulness of God, and expressed her
unwavering confidence in Him. She said it had
been her desire to acquiesce in the Divine will,
and she hoped she would bo able to do so, whate

in relation to herself or her absent
son. But, continued she, I have prayed long and
fervently that I once more mighlsee him see him
a true penitentand I cannot relinquish the belief
that God will hear and answer.

I was about to say something which might tend
to soothe her, in case her hopes were hot realized,
as I must confess that I saw little present reason to
expffct they would be, when she stopped me, and
observed, "You may think mo presumptious,but
my faith must enjoy its hold on tho Divine prom-
ises. Has not God said, 'Call upon mo in the day
of trouble, and I will answer thee, and thou shalt
glorify me!' I have called yes I have called by
day and by night, and God hasscemodtohelpine.
Has ho excited such strong, such intense emo-
tions for nothing? Has he enabled me to wres-
tle with him, only to bo disappointed? I am
aware that probabilities are all apparently against
me, I must soon fail;, this heart will soon cease
beating, and the narrow house ba my resting
place, but I still have confidence iu tho faithful-
ness of my heavenly father. Wha t though I see
no immediate prospect of tho return of my poor
boy? I believe I shall yet press that poor child
to my bosorn.--Yoa- rs sinco, I wrote in a pocket
Bible I gave him, "His loving kindness changes
not;" and do you think it will fail now?'

I confess I admired the steady faith of the
mother a faith strong iu the Lord and in the
power of his might; and yet it seemed scarcely
possible that her hopes should bo realized. At
length my faith faltered, for it was appatent that
her hour of departure was not far distant.

That night two or threo female friends, fear-
ful of her liiiluro before morning, offered to stay
with the mother of Alice, This the latter cheer-
fully assented to, though she had decided not to
leave her mother. The necessary arrangements
for the night were mado, and at an early hour
all was silent in nnd around the humble cottage.

It was a glorious night abroad clear, soft,
mild just such a night as a saint might well
choose in which to take its departure and Boar to
tho temple above. The poet must have had
somo such night in his vision when ho penned
those beautiful lines

"The moon awnkos, and from her maiden far
Shedding her dkudy locks, looks meekly forth,
And with her virgin stars, walks in the ficavom,
Walks nightly there, conversing as she walks
Of purity, and holiness and God."
It was just such a night, and Alico had risen

from her seat; and to hide her motions, as her
dear parent breathed moro heavily, had gone to
the window, the curtain of which she drew aside,
and was standing leaning her arm on the sash.
In tho distance, just beyond tho gate, she des-
cried, as she thought, tho figure of a man who
seemed to be approaching. For a moment sho

wine is miraculous," said we, filling a glass of
tokay. " Yes; I shall remain some time 111 Hun-
gary," answered the Hermit, sipping tho liquor
with educated lips. " 1 bis, said the sage, hold
ing the wine between him and the light, " this is
the true blood of our dear mother earth. I have
often wondered at tho sneaking ingratitude of
astronomical men. In the name of grapes, why
should not Bacchus have a star to himself ? We
have only to reflect upon the characters of the
Pagan deities sidereally honored, to feel the in
dignity done to Bacchus. There is Saturn, the
child eater he must be set in a ring, aud nomi-
nally hung in the sky. Mars, a bully, and nine
times out of ton no whit better than a highway-
man or burgla-r- he, too, must twinkle insulting-
ly upon menvmade fools and rogues, tyrauls and
victims, by his abominable influences; yes, he,
the recruiting sergeant of the heavens, must
stare with his rod face upon us; and Mercury,
thiet and orator to boot, may wink through the
long night, all having their admirers and worship
pers; whilst tor Uacchus, he, with all Ins great
bounty, is starless and unhouorcd. 'Twould be
a pleasant, yea a proper thing," said the Hermit,
with a laugh, " to find a fine new planet for
him." Illuminated Magazine.

Campbell the Poet. Campbell was, in stat
ure, small, but well made. His eyes were very
fine, and just such eves as Lawrence took de- -

ightin painting, when he diew that fino picture
of the poet which will preserve Iiis looks to the
latest posterity. His lips were thin, and in a
constant twitter: thin lips are bad in marble, and
Chantrey refused to do his bust because his lips
would never look well, lie was bald, I have
heard him say, when only twenty-fou- r, and since
that age has almost always worn a wig. There
was a spicery about almost every thing that he
did. He would rule pencil lines to write on.
and complete a MS. more in tho manner of Da-vi-

or Herfoid, than Tom Campbell. His wigs,
in his palmy days, were true to tho last curl of
studious perfection. He told a story with a great
deal of humor, and had much wit and art in set
ting off an anecdote, that iu other telling had
gone for nothing. Tho story of the mercantile
traveller from Glasgow wa3 one of his best, and
his proposing Napoleon's health at a meeting of
authors, because he had murdered a bookseller,
(Psalm,) was rich in the extreme. Frazer's
Magazine.

Tailoks. Many eminent men have served
tlmir time at tailoring. Thomas Woodman, a
native of New Jersey, who first suggested the
idea 01 abolishing the slave trade, was a tailor by
trade. lie published much on the subject, and
went to Europe to consult distinguished men re
specting the topic, where he died of the small- -

pbn 111 1772.
Sir John Haikwood the first English Gene

ral was also a tailor. His historian says of him :

" He turned his needle into a sword and his
thimble into a shield." He died in 1394. Jn
Iloddington there is a monument erected to his
memory.

Benjamin Robbins, the compiler of Anson's
voyages round the world it not a tailor by
trade, was the son of a tailor.

Sir Ralph Blackwell, knighted by Edward III
lor his bravery, was a tailor by trade, tie was
the founder of Blackwell Hall.

John Stowe, the antiquarian, who died in Lon
don about the year 1000, at the age of 80 years,
was a tailor.

John Speed, the distinguished historian, ser
ved his apprenticeship at the same trade.

Let our tailors be encouraged. Many an em-
inent man, besides those we have mentioned

has arisen to usefulness and honor from
this. No class of men among us are more in
dustrious and very few more intelligent.

PrtrcEs of Women, Cold and Warm. A love-
ly femalo slave, warm from tho mountains of
Circassia, and warranted not to be second hand,
may be bought at Constantinople for three hun-
dred dollars. A lovely female statue, cold from
tho marble mountains of Carrara, (and spotless
as the snow, without a doubt,) was lately sold by
Mr. Power to the Hon. Wm. Preston, for three
thousand dollars! Something would seem to be
wrong here tho " clay tariff," or the Ottoman
"protection," or something. Various questions
arise: Is an original woman a favorite article?
Is the imitation by Power, of the fabricks of Na-
ture &. Co., Jan improvement upon tho modal?
Is the presence of U'j faculty of speech in the
cheaper article anjspccial indication of a pref-
erence that can Fe, jfclied upon in the buyer!
Perhaps ome exteasive dealer in both articles
will obligo us with a solution of this mercantile
problem. WiZt.s' Eve. Mirror.

Turn Patriotism. Old John Bonatura had
fivo sons in the field of batllo at Bennington, and
being told that he had been unfortunate in one of
his sons, replied: "What! has ho misbehaved?
did he desert his post, or shrink from the
charge?" " No sir," said the informant, " worse
than that; he is among the slain; ho fell contend
ing courageously in tho cause." "Then I um
satisfied," replied tho good old man, "bring him
in (hat I may behold him, and survey the darling
ot my soul." U11 winch the corpse was brought
in and laid before him. He called for a bowl of
water ond a napkin, and with his own hands
washed the gore and dirt horn Ins son's corpse,
and wiped his gaping wounds, with a complacen
cy, as ho himself expressed it, which beforo lie
had never felt or experienced,

A Handsome Act. Mr. O'Siillivm, tho edi-
tor of tho New York Morning News, (dem..) did
a handsome and gentlemanly act a few days ago
that merits general approbation. He had betted
.$150 tigainst a boautiful saddle horse, upon
some particular result, and won his wager. The
horse was accordingly delivered to tho winner.
But he, having learned that it was a favorite with
the loser, rodo it to the house of the lady, and
there assured her that ho could not deprive her
ofher pet, and begged her acceptauco of tho
animal. The offer thus gracefully made was
graciously accepted.

Native Born Citizens. In the Court-- of
Chancery, New York, on Monday, Assistant Vice
Chancellor Sandford decided iu the case of B.
Lynch vs. J. Clark and Julia Lynch, that a child
born in this country, of alien parents is a citizen
of the United States. The rule applies equally
where the parents are here temporarily, its when
they come here for a permanent residence.
The children "of foreign ambassadors are an ex-

ception, . "

Lake Superior is 400 miles long, 80 miles
wide, 900 feet deep, and contains 32,300 square
miles.

Lake Michigan is 220 miles long, 70 miles
wide, 1,000 feet deep, and 578 feet above tide
water. It contains 22,000 square miles.

Lake Huron is 210 miles long, 80 miles wide,
1,000 feet deep, and contains 20,000 square
miles. It is 573 feet above tide Water.

Green Bay is 100 miles lorn?. 20 miles widV
and contains 2,000 square miles. "

Lake Ontario is 100 miles hno. 35 milee
wide, 500 feet deep, and contains 6,300 square
miles. It is 232 ft. above tide water.

Lake St. Clair is 20 miles long, 14 miles wide,
20 feet deep, and contains 350 square miles. It
is 570 feet above tide water.

Tho Ameticrn Lakes are computed to contain
1,400 cubic miles of water more thaa one half
the freah water on the globe.

TnE IIcnnicANEs. It is computed that the
two hurricanes of the last month that of the 6th
which swept the Atlantic coast, and that of the
18th, on the Northern Lakesdestroyed not less
than two hundred lives and one millinn'n worth
of property.

Safe of a Ba.vki.no House. Tho Commer-
cial Banking House, in New Orleans, has been
sold to the Bank of Louisiana for $50,000

At a recent meeting of the Commissioners,
Monday, the 20ih of January. 1845. was fixed
on as tho time for exposing to sale the stock of
ine renmyivania O'anal and Railroad Company.

The Bishop of Newfoundland's yacht, the
Hawk, has airived out from England. She ia
fitted upas a floating church.

A New Festival. The Suffrage ladies of
Providence, celebrated last Thursday, it being
the birth-da- y of Thos. W. Dorr. He is thirty-nin- e

years of age. The celebration took Dlaca
at the house of Mrs. Williams the authoress.

The Louisville (Ky.) Courier of the 5th inst.,
says: "We loarn that the body of Jas. Vander- -
berg, one of the men killed on the Lucy Walk-
er, was found at the mouth of Salt River, on
Saturday last.".

The St. Augustus (Flo.) News of the 2d inst.
says: "Forty-thousan- d oranges were shipped
down the St. Johns, a few days since from Dray,
ton's Island."

Dn. Wolf Released. It is stated in the Bos-
ton Transcript, on the authority of a letter from
Constantinople of the 7th of September, that
Rev. Dr. Wolf has been released by the Khan of
Bokhare. The Doctor was expected daily at
tho Persian frontier.

Emancipating Slaves. Mr. Wilson, of Shel-
by county, Kentucky, has emancipated twenty-fou- r

slaves, and they are now on their way to
Liberia. They wero in Cincinnati on Saturday,
and they aro a good looking set of people, and
pleased, we believe, to go.

The Ten Dragoons. The last Galena Ga-
zette says: "Tho Otter is in this morning from
Fort Snelling. There was no truth in the report
that ten United States Dragoons had been mur-
dered by the Soosatang Indians. Not a word
has been heard from tho detachment sent out
against the Indians since its departure."

Death of an Officeh. Died at Little Rock.
Arkansas, on the 8th ult., of apoplexy, 1st Lieu-
tenant William Bowman, of the First Regiment
u. a. uragoons. ue was interred by the "Lit
tle Rock Guards," with military honors, and the
ceremonies of the church and the grave, wer
numerously attended by the citizons.

A letter has been recieved at Boston from
Halifax, stating that there is much excitement
thcro in consequence of some difference be-

tween the mail officer, Lieutenant Ambrose
and the Governor, by reason of which the Aca-
dia took no mails from Halifax. The Governor
chartered tho Margaret, (the reserve at Halifax)
iu jju uul uu me mans.

The new Shot Tower in Elm street, St. Louis,
fell ou the 2d inst. It is said to have settled
down iu a heap of ruins, making a pile of bricks
of about 800,000. Two of the working men
made their escape out of the second story win-
dow. No lives wore lost, and but slight damage
sustained by the adjoining buildings.

Suspension of Canal Navigation The sea-
son i3 fast approaching when our Canals usually
close. The packets ou the Pennsylvania Ca-
nal have arranged to stop on the 15th instant.

Mvboeb at Sea. John Smith of Connecti-
cut, Cook of tho brig Carleton from Bremen,
was imprisoned in New Orleans, 4th instant,
charged with killing a German passenger in that
vessel, while on the high seas.

RoniiERv at Nauvoo. The Mormons, says
the St. Louis New Era of the 2d inst., seem to
think that they render God service by robbing
the Gentiles. On the night of the 16th ult.,
the store of Mr. Harrison Kimball, of Nauvoo,
was robbed. A safe was taken, containing about
$100, with a lot of goods.

Tho Cherokee Advocate says the Osages
have been very successful in their Buffalo Hunt
this fall. ; '

Cunious Verdict. A fellow who was frozen
to death in Iowa, last winter, when the thermo-
meter was two degrees below zero, was brought
beforo a jury of inquest. Thoy handed in a
verdict of "death by freezing;" and the thermo-
meter wag found guilty of "murder in the se-
cond degree." ' ... ,

M. E. EnsfopACY. Bishop Soule, tho senior
Bishop of the Methodist Episcopal Church, has
invited Bishop Andrew to join hiin in his visita-
tion of tho Southern Conferences., Bishop An-
drew has consented thereto, commencing with
the Virginia Conference at Lynchburg

On his way thither, Bishop Andrew
preached twico at Charleston, to very large con-
gregations. Com, Adv. '

" Slave Ships.- - --The following Spanish and
Portuguese slavers had been taken, and all the
Spaniards and some of tho others condemnod at
Sierra Leone: Schoonor Conception (Spanish,)
was captured at Galena, 23d Sept. No sL ,

on board. , Brig Constantia, (Spanish) two
months provious. No slaves on board. Three
Portuguese names not known. Same of them
had slaves on board.

THE PASSION FLOWER.

BY BABRV CORNWALL.

'Tis night, 'tis night, the hour of hours
When love lies down with folded wings

By Pysche in he starless bowers,
And down his fatal arrow flings'.

Those bowers whence not a word is heard,
Save only from the bridal bird,

Who midst that utter darkness sings
Sweet music, like the running springs;

This her burden, soft and clear
Love is here! Love is here!

Tis night 1 the moon is on the stream,
Bright spells are on the soothed sea,

And Hope, the child is gone to dream
Of pleasures which may never be !

And now is haggard Care asleep,
Now doth the widow Sorrow smile!

And slaves are hushed in slumber deep,
Forgetting grief and toil awhile!

What sight can fiery morning show,
To shame the stars or pale moonlight?

. What beauty can the day bestow,
Like that which falls on gentle night?

Sweet lady sing I not aright!
O turn and tell me for the day- -Is

faint and fading fast away,
And now comes back, the hour of hours,

When love his lovelier mistress seeks,
Sighing like winds amongst the flowers,

Uulil the maiden silence speaks!

Fair girl, mothinks may hither turn
Those eyes, which midst their blushes burn!
llethinks, at such a lime one's heart
Can better bear both sweet and smart;
Love's look the first which never dieth;
Or death which comes when beauty fiielh
When strength is slain, when youth is past,
And all, save truth is lost at last!

A OrE ON THE OCEAN WAVE.

A life on the ocean wave!
A home on the rolling deep!

Where the scattered waters rave
And the winds their revels keep.

Like an eagle caged, I pine,
On this dull unchanging shore,

Oh! give mo the flashing brine,
The spray and the lempcst's roar.

Once more on the dock I stand,
Of my own swill gliding craft;

Set sail, fate well to the land,
The gale follows far abafd

We shoot through the sparkling foam, l((

Like an ocean bird set free,
Like the ocean bird, our home

We'll find far out on the sea.

The land is no longer in view,
The clouds have begun to frown,

But with a slout vessel and crew,
We'll say let the storm come down!

And the song of our hearta,shall be,
While the wind and the waters rave,

A life on the heaving sea,
A home ou the bounding wave.

MISCELLANEOUS.

THE POCKET BIBLE;
"Or, Hit Loving Kindness Clianges not."

BIT CHARLES A. COOUKICIf.

I was standing at the counter of a bookstore,
pome years since, when a lady entered and en-
quired for pocket bibles. I knew her well. A
few years before she had married a respectable
young merchant , who although, possessed but
of little, if any , capital himself, had been started
in business by a gentleman of wealth, with eve-
ry prospect of success. He was active, honest,
and enterprising; and, although he marriud ear-
ly and after commencing business for himself
perhaps too early the lady whom he had select-
ed as his companion was worthy of his choice
She had more ambition, some of her friends
thought, than comported with their circumstan-
ces; and although she contrived to repress it, in
Consideration that her husbands income for the
present was small, it was apparent that her spir-

it was aspiring, and that she was a looking for-

ward with some impatience, to the time when
she would be the mistress of a fine house, with
furniture corresponding. A friend of hers who
was married about the same time, had at once
entered upon the enjoyment of the objects of
her ambition, and had even a carriage at her
command. , Quite possible Matilda Grant cher-
ished the secret hope that she might one day be
able to visit that friend in a similar establish-
ment of her own.

The dispensations of Cod, however, notun-frequcut- ly

intervene to thwart our plans, defeat
our hopes of worldly good. He has higher views
respecting ua than we ourselves entertain the
elevation of our souls, and those of our friends,

.to a crown of glory in his own blessed mansions
and a preparation therefore is necessary, which

requires sorrow here in order to joy hereafter.
Through much tribulation must wc enter into the
kingdom of God.
. For a few years Mr. Grant went on well in
business. - His purchases were mado with judge-
ment, and his goods were credited to those who,
ho thought, would be able to pay. But, unfor-
tunately and unforseon, his principal creditors
failed and in a single day Charles Grant was a
bankrupt.

, At the time of this sad reverse he was ill of a
fever. It was difficult to conceal it from him;

' but tho news had a still more unhappy effect up-

on him than was anticipated ; and from that hour
he continued to decline, and in a few weeks
he was carried tojhis Jong home, It was'a grier- -

, ous blow to his wife, with whom her friends most
sincerely sympathized, and to whom they tcn- -

' dered for herself and two children a son and a
daughter all tho kind assistance which their
circumstances allowed. '

On an investigation of Mr. Grant's affairs his
. failure proved even worse than was feared j and
. although the gentleman who had advanced the

of religion. But there was mercy in her cup of
sorrow. 1 he spirit ot God came in to heal that
troubled spirit, and to sanctify those trials to her
soul. And at length she was enabled to bow in
humble and quiet submission to the will of God,
and betake herself to the support and education
ofher lovely children, now her solace and'delight.

At the time I saw her in a bookstore she was
in pursuit ofa pocket bible for her son, named
Charles, alter his father. Ihe purchase was
soon made. It was a beautiful edition' not ex
pensive, but just such as a fond and religious mo-

ther would wish to present to a eon whom she
loved, and which she hoped would prove a lamp
unto his feet. A further circumstance about this
bible I knew in after years. On presenting it
she turned the attention of the happy little fellow
to a blank page in the beginning, on which, in a
beautiful wreath, she had inscribed her own name
and under it the words, "To my son,"followed by
tho appropriate and touching lines

A parent's blessing on her son
Goes with this holy thing;

The love that would retain the one
Must to the other cling.

Remember 'tis no idle toy,
A mother's gift remmber, boy.

And still a little below were printed, in small
but beautiful capitals, words which a mother's
faith might well appropriate :

"His loving kindness changes not."
At the age ofseventeen Charles Grant was a

stout, strong, active youth. He was more than
ordinarily ambitious, but as his ambition had not
hill scope, he was restless and I sometimes
thought unhappy. Had his mother at this criti
cal era of his life, been able to find some employ
ment suited to his active and ambitious genius,
it would have been fortunate indeed; but she
knew of none; and besides, she needed his aid
but what was more than all, she was alone, and
felt that she could not dispense with his compa-
ny.

About this time a young sailor by the name
of Thornton, belonging to the neighborhood, ar-
rived home from a voyage. Charles naturally
foil in his way, and was delighted with the story
ofhis wonderful adventures. He listened long
and intently. His ago and circumstances com-
bined to excite in his ambitious bosom tho de-

sire of similar exciting scenes. Without design-
ing any special wrong, young Thornton, at length
proposed to Charles to accompany him on his
next voyage, which he should commence in a
few weeks. For a time he hesitated, or rather de-

clined his mother and Alice would never con-
sent and to leave them by stealth was more than
he folt willing to do, Thornton did not urge him,
as it afterward nppcarcd, but Charles himself
was strongly inclined to go, while the young
sailor was quite willing to have a friend nnd
companion so bright nnd enterprising as Charles
Grant, In nn evil hour the latter decided to go,
without the knowledge of his mother,

On the night appointed for their departure,
Charles rose Irom his bed when all was still, and
softly feeling his way to the door, opened it and
escaped. It was a beautiful night, and as he
proceeded around the corner of the house to get
a small bundle of clothes which he had concealed
the day before, his heart beat unusually violent,
and for a few moments a fuintness came over
him at tho thought of leaving a mother and sis-

ter, the only objects on earth whom he had ev
er truly loved, He stopped for a moment, as if
meditating abetter resolution, and then proceed-
ed to the gate, which he opened and went out.
Here he again paused turned looked linger
ed hesitated and even put his hand again on
the latchet, half resolved to creep once more to
his little bed room, But at that moment the low
call of Thornton, at some distance reached his
ear he had lingered longer than he was aware,
and now the moment arrived when he must so.
if at all. "With a sort of despa ration of feeling
he hastened away, the tears trickling down his
cheeks as he bade adieu to tho humble cottage
which contained all he loved on earth. His
bundle was still under his arm, and in that bun-
dle I am glad to say, was "a mother's gift" the
pocket Bible. Charles felt that he could not go
without that, and perhaps ho felt that tho discov-

ery that he had taken it might serve somewhat
to assuage a mother's sorrow.

Before morning the young sailors wero along
way toward tho seaport whence they expected
to sail, and a couple of days brought them quite
there. The ship, it so happened, was ready, and
Charles having been accepted on the recommen-
dation of Thornton, took up his lino of duty be-

fore the mnst. Shortly after, the ship weighed
anchor, nnd stretched forth on a far distant voy-ag- e.

I must leave my readers to imagine, if thev
are able, the surprise and even consternation of
Mrs. Grant and Alice, tho morning following
Charles' departure, at not find:ng him in the
house, nor about tho premises. What could it
mean ? what errand could have called him away ?

at what hour did he leave? what accident
could have befallen him? .

Search was made for him by tho increasingly
anxious and terrified mother and sister for an
hour and more, beforo they ventured to make
known their solicitude to their neighbors. My
own residence wan not far distant, nnd before I
had finished my brcakfust,a messenger in haste
made known the truly distressing situation of
Mrs. urant and Alice. 1 hastened to the house
other friends at no distant hour wore there
inquiries were instituted messengers were des
patched around tho town, but not the slightest
tidings could be obtained, and even conjecture
was baffled. ' At longth "however, Mrs. Grant
mado the discovery that his better suit was gone,
and there was a transient gleam of joy on her
lace as she announced that his pocket Bible was
also not in his chest. Somo days passed, long
days, nnd long ond gloomy nights, before any
satisfactory intelligence was received, and then
the amount of that intelligence , was in a short
but affectionate letter from Charles himself, just
then on the eve of sailing for tho Pacific ocean.
It ran thus

'M Dear Mothsb. Can you, will you for-

give mo tho step I have taken without your
knowledge or consent? My hoart has smote me
every hour since I left you, I am at--- , and

tly pressed open tiie door, still held by the surpri-
sed and even terrified nurse.

Alice listened to the sounds without beins able
to decide their import; but at length, tearing
that her mother might be disturbed, she stole
softly out of the room for the purpose of ascer
taining what the stranger wanted.

"Alice! Miss Alice," said the nurse, as she
approached.

But before she had finished what she was at
tempting to say, the stranger inquired with a
countenance wild with emotion, "13 this Alice
Grant?" and the next moment he swooned and
fell on the floor.

"Miss Alice," exclaimed the agitated nurse.
"What docs all this mean? who can this be?
what shall we do?"

Alice herself stood amazed: but as the lioht
fell upon tho features of the apparently lifeless
stranger, a thought flushed across her mind, and
the following moment she was nearly fallen be-
side him.

"Nurse" she said, softly but quick! v, "hand
me some water." This she applied liberally to
the temples of the stranger, who slowly recover-
ed his consciousness and at length sat up. He
looked around, and presently fastened his eves
most intently and inquiringly on the pale and mo
tionless Alice, "ies, yes!" he exclaimed, "it is
she; it is it is my own beloved Alice!"

"Charles Charles myv brother!" uttered Al-
ice as she fell upon his bosom. "O heaven be
praised! Charles, is it is it you? Oh mother,
mother!"

.The sound of voices reached the dying moth-
er,

..

and
.

she inquired,"Alice my child, what
...1. 1 "1 T' I II- A,
wuai uia 1 near, Alice?"

Alice scarcely able to stand, hastened to her
bedside, and taking her mothers hand, already
cold with death, spoke in accents tremulous for
the whole frame was agitatedtremulous but
i Hid.

"What did I hear, Alice," tho mother softly
whispered. I thought he had come. Did I
dream Alice."

"Mother, dear mother," said Alice, putting her
face close to tho cold face of the dyinr; parent
ana scarcely aule to draw a breath "Who did
you think hud come?"

"Why Charles; it seemed as if he had come
But I dreamed did I Alice?"

"Mother," said Alice, "could you see him?
couiu you sustain it it you could seo him?"

"Surely child why Hons to see him: and I did
think I should see him once moro before I died."

At this instant tho door softly opened, and
narics approached cautiously inquiringly.
"Mother," said Alice, "here can you look up?

uoyou Know who this 1s t"
"Who is it, Alice, is it?" inquired the

half wild but still Kbnscio is mother.
"Mother," softly whispered Charles, as he

kneeled down and kissed her cold cheek, "moth
er, my dear mother, Uh will you can you forgive
your long-los- t, but penitent, broken-hearte- d child.'

"Charles, my dear Charles! is it indeed you?"
said the now dying mother, at the same time en
deavoring to nut her wan and feeble arm around
his neck. "My dear boy, you have come; yes,
I can now praise God. One question, Charles,
ana 1 die 111 pence is my boy a penitent?"

".Mother" said Charles, his tears nearly cho-
king his utterance, "that bible and a mother's pray
ers have saved me. I liavo come, and in season,
10 asic forgiveness. "lather 1 have sinned

heaven and in thy sight, and am no more
worthy to be called thy sou." Mother, my dear
mother, and will you torgive me also?"

"Enough, Enough," siid the departing mother
"yes, it is enough 1" her countenance boaming
as it were with seraphic joy.

"I am nearly through; but go, my son go,
my dear Alice, and publish it to the mothers ol
the land, what 1 have found true and will con
linue true as I0112 as praying mothers exist

"Hit loving kindness changelh not"
For a few moments following it was thought

sho had ceased to broatho; but she revived suffi-

ciently to press once more, gently, the hands of
Charles and Alice; and then sho was heard sing-
ing, in a faint and scarcely audible tone, those
beautiful lines which sho had often expressed
a wish that she might have occasion losing;

Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale,
Soon all my mortal powers must jitili
O may my last expiring breath.
His hiing kindness ting in death.

The praycrwas answered. "His loving kind-

ness" were the last sounds which weie heard.
They ceased here only to bo resumed, and to
be sung by the glorified and triumphant saint be
fore tho throne of God.

Scogoan, Queen Elizabeth's Jester. Scog-ga-

having once borrowed 500 of the Queen,
and not being ablo to return them, contrived to
find out Ihe time when the Queen went out, as
she was obliged to pass by his house. Ho had
a coffin made, and let his family into the socret,
he laid himself in it, and had his friends invited
to his funeral. The Queen happening to pass at
the moment they wore carrying the corpse with
ceremony, inquired who was dead. " Madam,"
they replied, "it is your devoted servant Scog-gan.- "

"What!",she exclaimed, "ho is dead,
audi was not even informed of his being ill!
Tho poor man owed me 500, but I forgive him
the debt with all my heart!" Scoggan instantly
rose up in bis coffin, and cried out, "I thank
your majesty! The favor sho bestows to me is
so agreoablo that it has brought mo to life
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It is said that Mr. J. W. Tyson's resignation
of his post in the General Post Office may bo at-

tributed to his engagement to a very beautiful
and accomplished lady, with whom ho proposes
to enjoy tho happiness of private life.
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